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PROSPBOTUS 


THE AMERICAN FLORA: 





OR, 


History of Plants and Wild Flowers indigenous to every part of the Globe. 





The publishers of this work, in issuing their second volume, cannot but express 
themselves highly gratified by the far more than anticipated patronage it has received, 


and as the sales justify additional outlay, its progress will be marked by additional 


é 
embellishments, and each of the twelve numbers will form not only a scientific work 
é 


of reference and study, but a beautiful and chaste ornament for the drawing room 
table, of taste and fashion. The AMERICAN Fora, is intended as a standard work, 
founded upon the Linnean System; its correctness in name, classification, descrip- 
tion, order, character, general and specific; medicinal properties and uses of the va- 
rious plants and herbs of which it treats, has received the highest encomiums from 





some of our most celebrated botanists, and physicians, and the plants and flowers 
exhibited by the engravings are true to Nature, for they are ber copies; and the exe- 
cution unequalled in any work of this description. This is certainly the cheapest 
Floral publication that ever emanated from the American or English press. 

The present Volume will be published in twelve Monthly Numbers, commencing 
on the first day of March, 1847. Each Number will contain sixteen pages, letter press, 
and from four to six beautiful Colored Engravings of plants or flowers. No expense 
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or labor has been spared to place the Fiora on a high stand in the taste and literature 


of the day. 





TERMS—INVARIABLY IN ADVANCE. 


Vol. one, bound in rich gilt, - - - - $4 00, Vol. one bound and Vol. two in Nos., - - $6 00 





Vol. one, bound plain, gilt back, - - 3 50‘ Two copies in Nos. one year, to one address, - 5 00 


é 

¢ 

; 

é 

é é a a ; 

Vol. two, subscription for twelve Nos., - 3 00; Single Nos.,  - : : - 


95 


Usual discount made to Booksellers and Agents who will interest themselves in 
getting subscriptions. 


THE’BOUND VOLUME AND NUMBERS ARE FOR SALE AT THE FOLLOWING PLACES. 


H. Long & Brothers, 32 Ann street, N. Y. Zieber & Co., Ledger Buildings, Philadelphia. 
Burgess & Stringer, under Am. Museum, “ Saxton & Kelt, Washington street, Boston. 

Wm. H. Graham. Tribune Buildings, 9 Redding & Co., State street, ” 
Wm. H. Taylor & Co., 2 Astor House, ai Wm. Taylor & Co’, Jarvis’ Buildings, Baltimore. 
A. Hegeman, 200 William street, “ E. H. Bowers, 10 Central Row, Hartford, Conn. 


R. T. Shannon, 118 Nassau street, “ Amos Head, Charleston, 8. C. 


All subscriptions and remittances should be addressed (post paid) to J. C. 
Burpick, 22 Spruce street. 
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Judy’s Lectures—No. 13, 





ON PATRIOTISM. 


THE many 
relics of the 
barbarous ages, 
Parriotism is 
one that this 
age of advance- 
ment loves to 
fall back upon, 
and cherish as 
% a grand virtue; 
while affecting 
to repudiate 
the vices and 
ignorance of 
the rising gen- 
erations, whose 





rides while un- 
consciously 


practising. Nor can it be denied that the movements of “ progression,” in 
| some instances are retrograded—advancing backwards—thus ‘ Freedom,’ 
and ‘Enlightenment,’not only prosecute the same enormities as marked 
the era of Despotism and Barbarity, but justify them by the example of the 
very tyrants whose conduct they profess to execrate and abhor. Thus 
our Enlightened Legislators will quote Jutivs C.zsar or the Graccut, 
or even recede to the firat ages of Greece, in their patriotic ardor for 
war—thus “ Progressive’? Republicans utter patriotic encomiums on the 
conduct of that Republican Emperor Napoteon. Thus even a venera- 
ble statesman last year sought to plunge the country into an ab- 
surd war, excusing the monstrous infamy by the example of the very 
pious, just, and most Republican Freperick of Prussia. : 

And yet, erroneous as this process appears at first view, and mischiev- 
ous as it undoubtedly is, in these instances where we retain the crimes 
without the virtues of former times; and excuse our own excesses by 
precedents that have no good but success to recommend them. Not- 
withstanding all this, we may be allowed to doubt if Truth dwells not in 
the Past—if the proper course of true Reform in a hundred cases be not 
to retrace our steps. 

But to return to our subject. Patriotism has survived Chivalry, for 
awhile after the extinction of this, it was the ally of Honor, then its 
chief business was to fight for its ‘‘ hearth and altar,’ when it was threat- 
ened by invasion, or their rights trampled upon by oppression; it was 
then a quality not only harmless but honorable. But Honor as all the 
world knows, sickened and died, (of over-trading and paper money,) and 
Patriotism was left to follow the promptings of its own nature, without 
check or support. Therefore, becoming tired of the monotony of mere- 
ly fighting for its own “hearth and altar,” it commenced fighting for the 
“* hearths and altars” of others, and obtaining them too, after having com- 
passionately put the owners to death, that they might not feel the loss of 
them. This may appear very strange, if not rather unjust, but the con- 
science of Parriorism is more easily pacified than any other; in return 
for Home and Liberty it gave them the Bible and Slavery, to appease the 
indignation of Heaven; and to justify itself to the more scrupulous of 
its followers, it raised pieces of painted and gilded bunting, the bright- 
ness of which dazzled their eyes. 

This phaze of Parrtorism is bad enough without doubt; yet in its 
most refined and most exalted state, such as we find it every day in these 
times of extraordinary civilization, we must confess it to be a good of 
very ambiguous character, and in its most harmless and simplest mode 
of operation—at the least an insufferable bore. It is no longer need- 
ful to protect our “hearths and altars’—these are safe enough ; but it 
is made paramount in discussing the most trivial affairs of life, it is ap- 
plied to the grand purpose of proving tnat an American Sun, or Moon, a 
Cough, or Asthma, are superior to those indigenous to Europe, or on the 
other hand it teaches a man to advocate with unflinching ardor—even 
perhaps at the cannon’s mouth—the superior developements of the line 
of grace and beauty in the curls of an European pig's tail, compared with 
an American porker’s. 

Had he who first defined Patriotism—the love of one’s country—lived 
in our days, he would probably have explained it as—the hatred of other 
countries—-for certain it is, that your most unmitigated Patriots who are 
so lavish in sonorous anathemas ageinst those hapless people whom Hea- 
ven has cursed with the affliction of a foreign birth, are they who least 
love their own land, and make that little love they bear their own country 
always subordinate to the ruling passion of self. Patriots whose true 
motto is, not “ the land we live zm,” but “ the land we live on.” 

Parriotism is to the humanities of our nature, what Bigotry is to 
Religion and Charity. It contracts the heart, and paralyses its natural 
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customs it de- | 




















action. The same inhuman religionists who have vainly attempted to 


(in the columns of the Zridune and Mirror, in both of which papers, 
however, their puritaniem barbarity was properly chastised.) to stop the 
generous impulse of the Nation in extending relief to famishing Ireland’ 
on the ground that it isa Catholic country, are (we are convinced of it,) 
the very men whose patriotism would depopulate Mexico, or make an 
enormous oyster a national virtue. 

Patriotism may be divided into two classes--Public and the Private 
Public Parriorism is a very expensive thing, for the sum of eight dol- 
lars a day, or twenty-five thousand a year, it is required to inform us 
continually that this is a ‘ great countrv,’’~-to launch into inexplicable 
invective against all other parts of God's creation, orto prove its intense 
‘love of country” still farther, it must make war on a weak and pitiful 
neighbor. Public Patriotism is sometimes too much for weak man, and 
makes a regular fuol-monster of him, as in a recent case of a rabidly 
patriotic Senator, who declared in our Senate, the other day, that rather 
than see one of our virtuous, forbearing, exemplary, and most magnani- 
mous Volunteers slain, hs would sacrifice forty Mexican towns, or see 
(as Mr. Corwin has it) a hundred thousand Mexican women and children 


slaughtered. Christian Patriot! Amiable Philanthropist! If ne would 
truly do all this to save the life of one man in whose fate he 1s perfectly 
disinterested, we suspect he would burn up all Mexico, rather than one 
of his slaves, in whom he has a life-interest of perhaps five or six hun- 


dred dollars, should be lost. We marvel much, if this same humane 
Senator would discharge the Suttler’s reckoning with that same Volun- 
teer, for whose dear sake he would sacrifice a hundred thousand helpless 
wretches. 

Private Parniotism is an after-dinner virtue. Very few men are pat- 
riotic before noon. It is a virtue depending principally upon Champaigne, 
and can be worked up to almost any pitch by wine and applause. 
the most innocuous kind of Patriotism we know of, and as it is created 
by spirituous fumes, it ends in smoke. There are several other species 
which we must omit—such as the Patriotism of Actors, of Authors, of 
Prize Fighters, &c. &c. Here we pause, merely remarking that, in 
talent, nothing but inferiority has to support itself by Patriotism, and 
when introduced into a man’s profession, it will inevitably be too much 
for him in the long run. 


EPIGRAMS. 


Kewnnepy strongly insists upon his right as a Member of Congress to 
say ** bah! bah !”"—WScee reports. 


Throw up thy seat, Oh! Kennedy! 
And quickly for the law prepare ; 

For though a dunce at Jaw making, 
’Tis plain you'd flourish at the “ bah! 


When the ass crept into the lion’s skin, 
*Twas the act of an heroic fool ; 
Bot what shall we say of Kennedy’s wit 
Who has plainly reversed the rule? 
For (innocent mutton!) to pass for an ass 
Was (and he obtained it) his due ; 
Till in a rash moment, he raised up his voice, 
And so stood confessed a baa-laml ! (Balaam.) 


In vain with human languages 
Has Kennedy himself distressed, 
To move the House—so in despair 
He tries the language of a beast. 
‘* Let others go to Greece and Rome 
For eloquence—the classic g)uttons,” 
Says Kennedy, “ but for my part 
I say, revenous a nos mouttons.” 


We learn that in consequence of the success of Mr. Kennepy’s in- 
troduction of sheepish eloquence into the House of Representatives, Dr 
VALENTingE, the ventriloquist, has been sent for to Washington to give 
the members lessons in the several animal languages of which he is so 
perfect a master. There will be a difference of choice of course, but 
from what we can learn, the tongues of sheep and ass will be most in 
vogue ; the “yeas and nays” will be dispensed with; and in future, the 
‘‘ bahs and brays” be ealled for. 
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Aldermania—No. 8. 


At the last convivial meeting of the City Fathers, Mesenote, (the 
Yorick of Alderman) arose, and after coughing three times in sombrous 
tones, proceeded to speak thus: Fathers of Gotham! It is my melancho- 
ly duty to apprise you of what you doubtless are already informed--the 
death of the Twentieth Father! It is not my intention to pronounce an 
extravagant eulogy on the deceased. Fathers! such as he was, we all 
knew him, and in the words of the witty Shakspeare, (the Alderman of 
Poets,) we may truly say, ‘“‘take him for hauling all, we ne’er shall look 
upon his like again.” In speaking of the dead let us be mindful of the 
advice of the great Milton (the Latin poet,) who, by the way, was blind 
to half the defects of human nature, having unfortunately lost his eye- 
sight, which accident, although it rendered glasses of no use to him, con- 
verted himself into a miserable spectacle. Let us remember his sublime 
warning to the Roman Emperor “nally mortars nicey bonum,” (applause) 
which means, “put not the bones of the dead into a mortar;” or in other 
phrase, the fact recommendeth us not to speak slightingly of the dead. 

Fathers! the usual custom of discussing the character of the departed 
will in the present case, be (like Marcy’s patched and ragged pants,) 
‘more honored in the breech than the observance.” 

Ald. Benson, (the enthusiastic,) here interrupted the eloquent speak- 
er by calling for ‘three times three” for this funeral joke, which were 
given with an ardor perfectly frantic. 

“Fathers!” resumed Meseroce, (the warm hearted,) “‘ [ do not say 
the deceased was an honorable man, but I can say with a free conscience 
that he was an honoring man. Fathers, he honored this board of city 
jesters !--obsequiously honored us. He gave honor wherever it was 
due, with the single exception perhaps, of promissory notes. And what 
of that’ A man who honors his own acceptance, is a mere egotist, a 
fool who collects his own autocrats, (q. did the glorious Alderman mean 
aulographs ) atan enormous expense. From this failing our late brother 
was exempt. How many a rash youth has injured his fortune by paying 
hisdebts’ Did the departed Fatherdo so’? Never! never!! never!!! 
(Immense applause.) 

Fathers! was he then an unjust man? I pledge my Aldermanic honor 
that he was-—-just as you found him, (threecheers.) It was said that he 
was not so witty as some of us, but did he not live by his wits? Since 
he has whittled, or cut his stick, into another world, let us describe his 
talents as they were, end not a whit less. 

But it is said by some at this board that he died by my hand, or rather 
by my tongue; to be plain, it isaffirmed by some that I killed him by my 
jokes. Fathers! he aspired to the honors of martyrdom, and could I 
ruthlessly thwart his hopes’ (Cries of no, no.) He fluttered round the 
blaze of my wit, singed his wings, drooped, and died; he was like a 
heroic moth. But Jest the unthinking and witless should deem that I 
injured him, or that I owe some reparation to his memory, I propose to 
dedicate to it the stnall classic temple which has been raised in the Park 
chiefly under my auspices. Let the remains of our late brother also be 
interred therein, lest they may come to baser uses. I will request my 
friend Jupy to furnish a suitable inscription. Let there be a grand pro- 
cession from the tea room to this Aldermanic mausoleum! Let each 
member of the Common Council be required to crack a joke upon his 
grave, and as we commit his body to the earth, “‘ ashes to ashes and dust 
to dust,”’ let a dozen of Champaigne be also cracked, to moisten such a 
dry affair. 

The most excellent of Aldermen submitted a resolution to this effect, 
which was carried tumultuously, after which the assembled Fathers gave 
him a fierce “nine times nine,” for his magnificent oration. 

But in mid-uproar, even while the jolly Fathers were ‘hip, hip, hur- 
rahing,’’ with the stupendous power of Aldermanic stomach and lungs, 
a wild wretch burst into the chamber collared by two policemen who 
could not restrain nim. Foam was upon his lips-—madness was in his 
eyes-—uproarious was his hair—bare was his throat--each hand clasped 
a revolving pistol——J¢ was the Father of the Twentieth !! 

A shriek of horro: rung through the room, and the Fathers believing 
in a supernatural visitation, huddled into corners where they barricaded 








inconceivable hiding places. ‘* Where,” screamed the miserable Twen- 





tieth’s Father, ‘* Where is the reporter for Juvy’” He cocked a pistol 
| as he spoke, but our unhappy rascal was safely concealed on a bookshelf, 
| where he had crawled at the first alarm. Mesrroxe (the quick-witted,) 
| Was the first to discover the true state of affairs. The wretch was not 
| dead, but had come there heavily armed to kill the reporter of his beloved 

patroness. The heroic Alderman boldly thrust his head from a closet 
in which he had hid himself, and in a voice of thunder demanded that the 
unfortunate Twentieth should be disarmed, and brought to the table. 
“Fathers,” said MesreroLe, ‘‘resume your seats, and see how soon | 
will tame this fellow.’ 

At the sound of his well known voice, the Twentieth became calm, 
he surrendered his pistols, and quietly advanced to the table. ‘ Tell 
me," quoth Mesrrote, (the superlative,) “Vy art thou like a dead man?” 
“Because thou art not quick.” A grim smile—like the flickering of torch 














light in a tomb, flitted over the face of No. 20. The others of course 


themselves with chairs, crept under the table, and discovered all kinds of | 
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| are youand the Editors of Yankee Doodle like generous hospitality 


| take in the town.” Poor Twenty wen: into convulsions of idiotic laugh- 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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were silent. “Vy,” thou junalloyed idiot, Mestrove again said, “art 
thou like a bad dollar?” ‘Because thou art a counterfeit.” The Twen- 
tieth laughed hysterically. ‘* You are living, yet Vy are you like the 
dead?” ‘Because you ought to be in the Tombs,” In his mighty agony, 
the Twentieth jumped Jim Crow. ‘‘ Once more,” ssid Meseroue, ‘*Vy 


a99 


“ Because, although the town refuses to take you in, you still continue to 


ter, which relapsed into an Indian war whoop, distressingly earnest. 
‘ Hold him up till [ finish him,” quoth Meserole. “Vy is the discharged 
“private gentlemen” of the Courier like a cracked trumpet?” “ Be- 
cause he is a broken brass instrument!” The unhappy Father of the 
Twentieth went stark, staring, raging, superlatively mad on the spot, 
and was instantly conveyed to Bloomingdale Asylum by six strong men. 

Ald. Hart moved that as a reward for such inimitable jokes, Father 
Meserroue should be borne round the room in triumph, on the shoulders 
of four volunteer Fathers. This interesting ceremony was proceeding 
when our reporter left. 


The Improved Peace Maker. 


Witmor GriswWoip’s new patent gun (an 800 pager) we are told, in 
all its editorial prefaces carries lead. It would do terrific execution It 
is supposed, were not its calibre so remarkably small. In singular con- 
trast with this we may mention the bore is great. None but a Griswold 
could have so happily united the two. 


A Valentine. 


The following Valentine we select from some hundreds that have been 
received by our Patroness. As every thing belonging to her is public 
property, we cannot be taxed with breach of confidence in publishing it. 

God bless your jolly face old woman! St. Valentine’s day has arrived 
and of course youexpect a Valentine from me. So in this solitary in- 
stance I have relapsed from my wonted gravity, to join in the 


























Modern Pastime 


so universally prevalent just now. But my gracious, Jupy, why are you 
continually making me the but of your wit and satire! I have never 
done you any harm, and never mean to. I owe you many a good laugh, 
(a thing that is difficult to get in these times,) and shall therefore be 
always grateful. 

When next you have occasion to sneer at Yankee Doodle, have the 
goodness to inform your readers that it aint me the genuine old Yankee, 
but the absurd impostor, who under the auspices of a couple of witless 
reporters, has stolen my name. ‘“ Who steals my purse steals trash,” 
you know, for I don’t value my 





Loose Change 














at all, but these fellows who “have stolen from me my good name,” 




















JUDY. : 149) 


have robbed me of that ‘‘which not enriches them,” for I am happy to 
learn that their imposition has not prospered, nor indeed ought it. 
I am not in the habit of getting 








i Highly Enraged, 


but, Iswan, when I went and bought one of those impudent papers the 
; Other day, thinking that at worst a man might rely on 





Getting the worth of his Money, 


I became mad as a catamount, to discover that my good old name was 
prostituted to shelter a medley of agonizing inanities, copies of French 
carricatures, and for the rest, paltry attempts, dear Jupy, to imitate your- 
self. It made me so mad, ina fit of furious abstraction, I went to sit 
upon a rail, which in half an hour I whittled through, so that it let me 
fall to the ground, and I hit my bump of benevolence right against a 
stone, which set that faculty in action and calmed me. 

Well, God bless you, old girl! and when you come to New England 
be sure to call on me: above all things, remember always to make a dis- 
tinction between your New York humbug, and me, the real genuine 


Yanxee Doopre. 


Epigram. 


Hon. Joun Wentwortn (the tallest member in the [House) asked 
leave to make a “ personal explanation.”’; 


‘‘ Wentworth repuested leave to make 
A personal explanation.”’ 

Judging from Wentworth’s inches, sure 
*T would be a long oration. 


Judge Doveias (the shortest man) next day took up the cudgel for his 
friend, long Johu, and insisted upon explaining for him. 


Judge, Colonel, M.C., Senator ! 
The speech had needs be strong, ' 
From one who’s everything by turns, 
But can’t be ‘* nothing long.” 


This World’s Victims. 


The distinguished statesmen and authors are complaining bitterly of 
the bed-fellows with whom the Rev. Wilmot Griswold has landed them, 
in his Prose-writers. Several of them, it is reported, are about to de- 
nounce him, under their own hands, for opening in a ehristian country a 
mongrel seraglio, of dwarfs eunechs and men. 











Gingerbread Men,——No. LI. 


i 


The man who always speaks his mind, or the candid Gingerbread man, | 


is at bottom one of the most ill-natured and malignant curs in the world 
His honesty consists in saying and doing rude and disagreeable things, 
and his eandour, in publishing the defects and concealing the excellen- 


cies of his neighbor's character. When that old expression “ well, now. 
to be candid,” escapes his lips, you may be sure some rude unpleasant- 
ness will follow. It is the premonitory symptom of a malignant attack 
of spleen. The man who gives a truthful expression of opinion when 
called upon, we admire; but we despise the endeavor of your Ginger- 
bread honesty which appears only to wound, and which is never evinced 
to confirm and strengthen an excéllenee, but always to expose a weak 
ness. What right has any man to tell Miss Tibbs that she looks every 
minute of forty-five, when the lady only claims thirty. It may be very 
true, but it is very disagreeable and very unnecessary. In the name of 
charity let Miss Tibbs enjoy the comforts of her pleasant delusion, if it 
makes her happy. Who but one of your candid Gingerbreadmen would 
disturb the serene conceit of Messrs. Mortis and Willis by telling 
them that their Home Journal was a weak issue of weak milinary fancies 
afflicted with a sort of literary cholrosis or green sickness, when they 


are living under the happy belief that it is a paper of astounding merit, 
and rolicking in the well founded conviction that the Home Journal is a 
periodical of great literary pretensions. 


Music for the Million. 


It is rumored that M. Bracu & Sons intend to commence as music 
masters on a new principle; they have added some new notes to the 
gamut, called Plainfield notes, they are eminently plaintive in their tone 
We heard some gratuitous practising in Washington Market the other 
day ; it struck us as very harmonious and impressive in solus anathema- 
tic passages, but very discordant in chorus. 


The Retort Courteous, 
Among the notices to correspondents in the Sunday Mercury, we find 
the following— 


“The Dr.’s ‘nose’ cannot be admitted—we have'nt room for it: be- 
sides we think it would be more appropriate in the columns of the Judy.”’ 


We agree entirely with our witty friend, an article worth a scené is 
quite inadmissable in the Mercury. 


Who will Tell t 


There are supposed to be 75,000 Jews in the United States. Can any 
one of our correspondents inform us what proportion of this number trans- 
act business in Wall street’ 


The Real Inventor. 





Since the invention of gun cotton, so many claims have been laid to 
the honor, that the world is at aloss to whom to attribute the bea itifully 
murderous discovery. Now we have the honor of knowing the gentie- 
man personally, and our readers will wonder to learn, that not one of the 
hundred claimants was the original inventor. We are forbidden to give 
his name to the public, but our artist, not having the fear of man before 
his eves, has furnished us with his portrait. 
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Ladies of Color. 
| We have often wondered why ladies agonizingly learned, and very The best of the Season. 


| deep read, should be called biue stockings! This is another instance of 
man’s tyranny, to brand a white woman as a lady of color, on account 
of her acquirements ; but we regret to say that we know a gentleman 
among the upper ten, whose wife from his eecentric method of showing 
his affection is at this moment 


‘I say Westcort,” this was Senator Yuuee, (droll dogs those Sena- 
tors,) ‘Why is Father Rrrcnts in the relation he bears to the Democratic 
party, like a living skeleton? ‘* Because,” answered Westcott, “he has 
no pluck.” —* Pshaw, no, because he is 








A Man too Spare, 








E The cynical Westcott wouldn’t even smile ! 
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THE «BLASTED BEECH.” 


: On Seeing a Blasted Beech. 
Now biasted is the fine old beech, Its branches now shall over-reach, 


ny 





That stood un that plain field befure, ‘ The gains of honest men no more 
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MEDICINE FOR THE MILLION. 
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Lays for the Listeners.—No. 1. 


The morn rose beautiful—and bright 





~ELECTRO-MAGNETIC MACHINES!) 





The rising Sun look’d down, 
A golden light was spread abroad 
































The Poor Man’s Care for the Rheumatism, 


A Solitary Mourner, 


A gentleman in black was encountered by Judy yesterday morning 
walking slowly up Broadway, bearing under his arm a hearse-like object, 
and on being asked what it was that distressed him so, he said it was 
the first copy of his prose writings, which nobody would take off his 
hands, and that he was afraid he had in that volume—here he gave a pain- 
ful glance at the coffin under his arm—-buried the best hopes of his 
country. Poor Griswold! He was parent, parson, pall-bearer, chief- 
mourner and undertaker all in one. 


He is Right. 


Mr. Payne the member of Congress from Alabama, in « recent speech, 
speaking of Gen. Taylor's famous letter, said he would not believe 


play the part of a petty politician, or ridiculous Grimalkin. We do not 
— it either, for what is there common between Mr. Payne and Gen. 
aylor. . 


A Fellow Feeling. 


_ Notwithstanding the many blunders that have been, and are daily be- 
ing, committed by dearold Farner Rircuze ; notwithstanding that two- 


man, and ridiculing his painful efforts to become alternately satirical, pro- 
phetic, and profound; it is said that Mr. Potx reposes the same 


tence of the organist’s powers. Such eccentric confidence can 
only be accounted for by supposing the Presipent has a fellow-feeling 
for the * old order of things.” : 


DRUGS.) 


Drves.--The market is positively glutted with this article, and in con- 
sequence is very dull. The accumulation of weekly drugs on the shelves 
of newspaper offices is frightful to contemplate. Barnum's are getting 
considerably damaged from long keeping. Dwarfs and fat boys are go- 





thirds of the press of the country are wickedly persecuting the good old | ; ac 
| steady, but smaller quantities in men’s heads are inclined to fall. The ruling 


confidence 1m him as ever, and has still a firm reliance upon the omnipo- | 





| ing fo 
| 


Gen. Taylor to be the author, he could not believe he would stoop to | 





Upon the stately town, 
And voices that the night had still'd, 
Broke forth from all around, 
Save, from the lips of one who lay 
Stretched out upon the ground. 


Careless, upon the pavement damp, 
A pauper’s cold form lay , 

The rude shell] cast aside, when up 
The Spirit soar'd away :—- ; 

Ransom’‘d from ill, beyond the pride 
Of earth, that Soul hath fled, 

Where Gain shall never bondsmen bind 
Or Tyrants ever tread. 





Last night von wretch’s last appeal 
Was made, he then did crave 
Of fellow worms the leave to toil; 

For leave to be a Slave: 
A cold repulse, a threat’ning word, 
Too much, hath broke his heart. 
A-man, Alas! and of no use, 
Why should he not depart’ 


And e’er it be too late, 

Grant Justice,—that alone can save 
From an impending fate. 

Arouse, O torpid world! arouse, 
Thy negligence is crime, 

Alas! will ye not heed the voice ? 
The warning spoke in time. 





| 
} 
' 
O torpid world! this work is thine, 
' 
} 


r what they will bring, a celebrated 





-_ 
SE 


Dissolving View, 
has dissolved entirely, and Yankee Doodles are positively going begging. | 
Fisn.--A good demand prevails for the various qualities of Odd-fish- 
Flatfish are rather searce. Sharks plentiful in Wall-st. Large quant. | 
ties of Sword-fish are met with in all parts of the city, packed in blue 
bags, with white belts, these bring a good price for the Mexican market; 
ifthey are not soon exported, it is expected that the owners will have much | 

trouble in keeping them, owing to their precarious order of preservation 
Srrrits.--Good spirits are very scarce, but it is reported that a large 

sum was realised by a bad one at the Bowery Theatre; it was one of the 

“Satan” brand, exported originally from Paris. Rum in hogsheads is very | 


tendency of the spirit market during the past week has inclined to be 








Getting Tight. 
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No.1. A CATECHISM OF AMERICAN LAW, 


Adapted to Popular Use. 





INTRODUCTORY. 


Q. What is municipal law ’ 

A. Itis a rule of civil conduct prescribed by the supreme power in 

ithe State. Municipal law has therefore nothing to do in regulating the 
conduct of our City Fathers, because they have no rule of civil conduct 

| at all. 

| 2. Is the Legislature in this country omnipotent in making laws! 

A. It must be so, since most of the laws they make are so almighty 
! bad. 
| Q. Who are bound to declare a law void for unconstitutionality ? 

A. The convicts in the State Prison are, we think, most bound, as 
| their constitutions are principally injured or violated by the operations 
| of the law, 
| Q. When does a statute take effect ? 
| A. When a client has no money left to fee his lawyer. 

Q. What is unwritten or common law ? 

A. A law which does not rest its authority upon any express and writ- 
| ten declaration of the will of the Legislature, as for example, Lynch law 
which is both unwritten and very common. 

Q. Where is the evidence of the common law to be found ? 

A. Inthe columns of the New York Herald. 

Q. What is the force of an adjudged case ! 

A. In cases of poor criminals, and consequently not insane, it amounts 
to strangulation. The force of an adjudged case in a civil cause often 
amounts to a one-ass power. 





Worth Trying. 


The papers are giving elaborate puffs of Doctor Hull’s Trusses for 
hernia or rupture. We commend them to the attention of the govern- 
ment, for who knows but the rupture between Mexico and the U nited 

States might be cured by one of Hull’s Trusses. This country would 
| rez ap the advantege which lies between the expenditure of five dollars 
| and 3,000,000. 


| 
{ 


EOE 


Hints for a New Opera. 


| We would suggest te some ambitious musician the propriety of com- 
{ ‘ 7 ‘ . 

posing a Grand National Comic Opera ; excellent materials may be gath- 
ered trom the daily proceedings of the House of Representatives, we sub- 


| join an example for the benefit of the author. 


Scene—The House of Representatives, Washington, the Clerk has 
just pronounced the last words of the Journal. 

Grand Chorus of forty members who spring to their feet, and strike at- 
| titudes of imposing despair. 
' 

Mr. Speaker! Mr. Speaker! 
Pray give mea nod 

For the love of God. 


| (Shriekingly)—Mr. Speaker! Mr. Speaker. 
Tue Spraker—The Gentleman from Illinois. 


(aside)-—Whao e’er heard such a horrid noise. 


| The “ Gentleman from Illinois,’ Col. Wentwortn remains standing, 
| the others fall back into their seats uttering murmurs of deep bass. 
| 
] 


Col. Wentwortu—Sir I require leave to make 
| A personal explanation ? 


Speaxtr—The gentleman asks leave to make 
A personal explanation. 


Duett by Speaker and WENTWoRTH. 
. me 
I pray you give} him eave to make 


A personal explanation. 


(Grand Chorus omnes)--Wentworth you may take leave to make 
Your personal explanation. 
Co]. Wentworta—The Union newspaper has said 


That I am but six feet high, 

Sir, I am taller by a head, 

Therefore it must be a lie. 

! am not proud, though I am long, 
| But it 


»8 I will declare— 


JUDY. 














2 gee solus interrupting 
Bah! bah! bah! bah bab ba-a-a! 


Chorus of twelve— 


O Jounny Wentworth the blacksmith has you thar! 
Bah! bah! &c. 


Duets 


Wentworrs and Dove.as. 


Gentlemen your argument, 
Learn, we treat withscorn. 

The sheep that comes to us for wool, 
Be sure will go back shorn. 





Gen. Cuipman Commander of the Canadas. 
Order ! order! what’s all this noise ? 
Recollect I’m one of the boys! } 
You will these loud tones moderate, 
Or I shall pitch into you straight. 


Cuorus—Go it Chipman, gallant chip, 
Who wives acatamount, can whip. 
Sound the trumpet, beat the drums! 
See the gallant Chipman comes! 





A dozen apples here salute the brave General, who incontinently arms | 
himself with a fresh quid of tobaeco and begins to chew valiently. 


A Wuic Memser--Mr. Speaker. 
I wish to make a suggestion, 
In a word--I move the previous question. } 


Chorus of Democratrs--Bah! bah! bah! 


Chorus of Wuics—Bah! bah ! black sheep, 
Have you got any woo]? 1 
Democrats--Yes, from shorn Whigs 
Many bags full! 
Some for our master 
Some for ourselves, 
But if you think to get any 
You must be sorry elves. 


Mr. Bapvincer of Virginia, solus. 


O the American eagle? 
I saw him at Snook’s bay! 
Dart like a winged beagle 
From his eyrie far away, 
One moment poised in air— 


KENNEDY, interrupting--Bah! bah! ba-ba-a-a-- 
Virginia throws himself on the carpet and weeps. 


Chorus of twelrc-—-We trust the debate will get on quicker, 
Meantime we dozen go and licker. (exit.) 


Sawyer crowned with a wreath of sausages 


I go for war, e’en (o the knife! 

Aye, further still, e’en to the fork ! 
Though neither use I in the strife 
My teeth have daily with good pork. 

Sir, if I'm not much mistaken, 

A Mexican is like a pig, 

He must be killed to save his bacon, 
Alive he’s but a useless prig. 

By all my hopes of susages 
Devoured behind the Speaker’sci. +, 

I vow— 


bah! ba-a-a! 


Mr. Gippixes--Sir, this debate drags weary on 
I move you give usa break down. 


KENNEDY solus--Bah ! 


The Speaker descends from the chair into the area and starts off with 
a terribly athletic dance. Mr. Gippincs immediately strikes up Dan. 
Tucker in a spruce whisile, some other members, siezed with a kindred | 
spirit, beat time with their tumblers, and whistle vociferously, while Ken- | | 
nedy and others accompany them with their fevorite bah ! 





’ 


Chorus of Me mbers returned from “licker.” 


j 
} 
Here from our labors we return, | 
And move this House do now adjourn. | 
Omnes—Here from our labors, &c. | 


The SprakeRtaccordingly declares the House adjourned till next day, 
a group of members perform the Indian war dance in the area, and rush | 
from the House frantically whooping. 





















EPIGRAMS. 


On the supervision of the charter of Beach's bank. 


You rob the Captain of his charter, 


In days 


all drear and dank, 


It needs no seer to prophecy, 
A sure runupon the bank. 


Oh Beach! when Phzton drove the Sun, 


He urged the orb among the skies, 
Not wrecked it on a Bank. 


New Engine of War: 


| 
| 
| 
} 
(Though “ spilled” for his rash act, ) 


A terrific implement of warfare has just been dis: | 
covered in R. Wilmot Griswold’s ‘‘ Prose Writers of | 
America.” At the reading of hie introductory essay | 
it is said that the most desperate and sanguinary | 


Mexican will fly. 
before it. 


No army, it! is believed can stand | — 
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| week, to confer on the subject of slavery. 
| the speakers urged upon the ladies present ‘to be | 
| faithful in the cause of freedom, and to embrace every | 

opportunity to promulgate its principles.”’ 
| better embrace their husbands, be faithful in the cause | 
| of fireside comforts, and promulgate the principles of | 
, domestic happiness 


pretty pass,” we wish we could say the same of the | 
Plainfield notes. 


Public Women. 


A meeting of women was held in Philadelphia last} = 
One of | — 


They had | 


} 








ING |; SALOON. | 

















Stops There. 


They say"that Moses Y. Beach “has come toa} 








Journal, if it be not the production of Brigadier General Morris, it is | 
from the pen of some equally enthusiastic soldier poet :—probably a 
volunteer. 





The following song was picked up opposite the office of the Home | 


NEW PATRIOTIC SONG. 


Air—Yankee Doodle 


:: 


The Mexican’s are doomed to fall, 
God has in wrath forsook ‘ern, 
And all their goods and chattels call 
On us to go and hook ‘em. | 
We're the boys for Mexico, 
Sing Yankee Doodle Dandy, 
Gold and Silver images, 
Plentiful and handy. 


2. 


Churehes grand, with altars rich, 
Saints with diamond collars, 
(That’s the talk to understand, ) 
With lots of new bright dollars. 
We're the boys for Mexico, &c. 


3. 


The Mexicans have cut up high, 
And we have let ’em do it, 

’Till they have got our “dander riz,” 
And now they’ll have to rue it. 





Hi, Jimmy ! 
Vy! vot is it? 
| Vy, here’s a nigger in a fit ! 





We're the boys for Mexico, &c. 


YOUTHFUL HUMAN ITY . 


come up here quick and see the fun! 


Golly, how he kicks ! 


1 


We'll have a corps of Editors, 
Each with a mighty bellows, 
To strike a mortal terror in 
Them tarnal Spanish fellows. 
We're the boys for Mexico, &c. 


5 


And when we've laid aside our arms, 
With nothing more to vex us, 
We'll vote ourselves extensive farms, 
Esch one as big as Texas. 
We're the boys for Mexico, &c. 


6. *® 


And when our flag has been upheld, 
And crushed lies each presumer,' 

We'll open * free and easy’s” in 

The “ Halls of Montezumer.” 

Cuorus—We’'re the boys for Mexico, 
Sing Yankee Doodle Dandy, 

Gold and silver images, 
Pientiful and handy. 


He did it. 


Dr. D. F. Bacon in a card in the Express, says he is the person who 
procured the publication of Gen. Taylor's letter. This letter which has 
caused so much remark, was written in the confidence of friendship to 
Gen. Gaines, and we think it rash in Gen. Gaines to show it to any one, 
but rasher of Bazon to publish it. 
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NO. I. ORNAMENTAL YOUNG LADIES. 


—_—— 


The Accomplished. 


Next to a veritable ghost, or a dreadful attack of nightmare, an ac- 
complished young lady of the boarding-school production is our greatest 
horror, and there are few families now-a-days of many daughters, in which 
we do not stumble against one of these monstrosities. We can tolerate 

|a lusus natura of woman-kind when nature, in an eccentric or humorous 
moment, bestows a manly intellect, because in such cases we do not 
look for the kindly and lovely graces of the genuine woman ; we ex- 
| pect nothing but philosophy and steam-engines, and are not disappoint: 
ed. But we have no such forbearance in relation to vour boarding- 
| school Misses of the “accomplished” brand. They are among the nuisan- 
| ces which should be put down.” Woe betide the unhappy gir! who in early 
| life betrayed the least degree of intellect above the true appreciation of a 
| dollar, or a piece ofcandy. Her fate is sealed. She is destined to be the 
| mental representative of the family circle, and Heaven knows she will 
| do fuil justice to her coustituency, if the modern system of training be 
only brought to bear upon her education. Her range of studies does not 
| include the kitchen-range, and her catalogue of dutics does not embrace 
| those common-plaee affairs which belong to the sister, wife, or mother. 
| It is pleasant to look upon the accomplished young lady in the inciplent 
| stage of girlhood, just when the mother-discovered beauties of her mind 
| are beginning to sprout, she is such an interesting creature, — We are 
‘bound with the “ma” to wonder how such varied accomplishments 
}can be found in company with such extremely juvenile pantaletts, and 
‘are bewildered with the thought that a powerful intellect should se- 
lect a residence of such infantile capacity. Samplersand Albums are 
very well in their way, and we do not object even to see the piano 
tortured by red angular elbows and bony fingers, providing always 
| that a due regard be paid to the philosophy of puddings and coffee... 
There may be men who can breakfast on bad French, dine on music, 
'and sup on poetry, who would pay court, and even be rash enough 
|to marry an accomplished young lady, but for our part, we like the 
| substantials, and when we are hungry, would rather our wife should 
| give us something more satisfactory than “the feast of reason and 
| the flow of soul.’ 
CAN SUCH THINGS BE. 
A yourg friend of ours, who was returning home from a party about 
two o’clock in the morning,\positively assures us that he saw ‘ with the 
'naked eye) two “stars” promanading Broadway at that unusual hour. 
| Such strange conduct, we think, calls for the attention of the superin- 
tendent of Police. 
POLKING FUN. 

It is not often that Mr. Polk jokes, but we can assure our readers that 
| when he does, his Excellency’s jokes are utterly stupendous. Take the 
| following for example, which we insure genuine Tell me Buck. His Ex- 

cellency was speaking to Buchanan. ‘* Why am I avery humble man!” 
| The Secretary stared in amazement at such a question. ‘* Because,” 
quoth J. K. P. “I continually give place to those beneath me in station ! 
| His Excellency laughed inhomanly. Buchanan stood bewildered for a 
| moment, but seeing the President merry, he thought it necessary to fol- 
low suit. He didn’t laugh !—never did in his life--but he leapéd up in 
| extacy such a height, that he sprained his ancle in his descent. 


' 

HERALDIC, 

| We know an old merchant in the city, a little rabid on matters of He- 
| raldry, who traces his descent from the fall of Adam. He also insists 
| that man was created in the fail of the year. 


PERSONAL. 
| Mr. Joun Povey is s/ill at the Park, not having performed of late.— 
| Some people hope he will still remain. 


Mr. Cuartes Kean is now playing his farewell engagement at the 
Park. We say, in all truth, we hope ne will fare-well for ever. 


} 
ON DIT, 
14g On Dit.—We are informed that Wm. H. Stephens, one of the at- 
tackes to the Halls of Justice, is about to lead to the altar the daughter 
| of one of our most respectable and wealthy citizeus. We give this in 
| confidence—and—don’t tell. 


For the above scrap of fashionable intelligence we are indebted to the 





156 JUDY. ES | 


and are glad of the opportunity, afforded by the industrious reporter, of | 
offering our congratulations to Officer Stephens, also to Mrs. Officer Ste- | 
phens expectant, on their approaching good fortune. May they live a 

thousand years! But since the reporter has enlightened us thus far, “ in | 
confidence,” on this important and interesting subject, we hope he will | 
preceed in his task, and not only accompany them to the altar, but fol- | 
low them from it, and give us a luminous and graphic report of the pro- 
ceedings of the day. A descripton of marriage in high life is always a| 
favorite subject with the ladies. Let us have an account of the wedding 

feast, the toasts given, and the songs sung. Perhaps we may be per- 
mitted to suggest as appropriate to the Lady, the sweet one, commence | 


ing— 





“ Sweet Svar of my soul, 
Heaven's stars all outshining,” | 
By the way, we may as well inform our readers of another affair of the 
kind, now on the ¢apis, to come off in a week ortwo. It is reported that 
an attache of the Kerysers, well known in the slau btering world, | 
is about to lead to the altar the beautiful and accomplished daughter of | 
one of our most wealthy and respectable grog-shop keepers. After the 
performance of the ceremony, the high contracting parties will repair to 
the groggery of the distinguished father, the happy bridegroom, not hav- 
ing at present discovered an attic snitable for the honeymoon. The zeal 
of love in this case perhaps outstripped prudence, though from our know- 
ledge of the happy man, we can assure our readers, that if he had his de- 
serts, he would not long be without 











TO THE PUBLIC, | 


The success of the “ Judy” being no longer a matter of doubt but a 
‘fixed fact,” the proprietors feel a just confidence in appealing to the | 
public in behalf of their beloved mistress. Judy has been received with 
so much favor that were it not for the substratum of good sound sense, 
which lies at the bottom of all her wit and humor she would have been | 
spoilt, as many excellent women are, by too much praise. The effect | 
upon her, however, has only been to double her efforts to please and to | 
make extraordinary exertions to make fast the popularity she has acquir- 
ed. Instead of reposing upon the fame she has so rapidly achieved, she 
is collecting fresh talent around her, developing new sources of wit and 
humor, and striking into life with her own sparkling qualities, the re- 
cesses of humor whick have so long lain dormant in the land. 

The Judy is issued weekly, and is illustrated with cuts executed and 
designed by the best artists of the country. Its chief design is to arrest 
public abuses and to expose the flying follies of the day. It watches 
with a keen eye the public menof the land, and never fails to put them 
in mind of the necessity of keeping straight before the people. 

The attention of agents through the country is called to this work. 

Agents by sending their orders to the following firms will be punc- 
tually supplied 

H. Long & Brother, 32 Ann street. 

Burgess, Stringer & Cc., 222 Broadway. 

William Taylor & Co., Astor House. 

William H. Graham, Tribune Building. 

George Dexter, 32 Ann street. 

N. B. All communications must be addressed to Judy, 32 Ann street. 


TERMS. 
One copy one year, cash in advance - - - - $3,00 
Twocopies do do do - - - - - 5,00 
One copy two years do do - - . . 5,00 
Five copies one year do - - - - - 10,00 
Eleven copies do do - - - - : 20,00 





And a copy gratis to Postmasters forwarding the money. 








| Daily Globe. We had never before neard of “ officer W. H. Stephens,” 
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